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All these were trivial things and on the broader can-
vas of Indian social life they were unnoticeable. It was,
however, not the incident itself which had any par-
ticular significance but the circumstances which led to
it. Emancipation as it was taking shape was crude and
ugly in form, because in many cases the necessary
foundation for that emancipation was lacking.
Calcutta, unlike Bombay, had its vast straggling sub-
urbs. The way to Ballygunge, the smart residential
quarter, ran through a picturesque avenue. Lined with
sal trees, it resembled the outskirts of Paris, for dotted
along the road were houses with long drives and im-
pressive iron gates.
Sometimes I would drive through the crowded city.
In the back lanes were the Indian sweetmeat shops
which never seemed to close. Through these crowded
localities, the tram cars squeezed, crawled and clanged
incessantly. It was the India of a thousand smells.
But Chowringhee, the Broadway of Calcutta, pre-
sented a different appearance, the air-conditioned Metro
Cinema, with its soda fountain and its modern Indian
murals, was a strange and pleasant blending of the East
and the West. It was built by Metro-Goldwyn Mayer to
exhibit their pictures. Ben Cohen ran the place. He was
"an American/' they told me, a crooner of some dis-
tinction when Bing Crosby was not even known. Out in
India Ben Cohen was not subjected to the discrimina-
tion from which his people often suffer in America.
There was also the fashionable Three Hundred Club.
' One ate well at the Three Hundred and one also danced.
Its atmosphere was friendly. In a side room which was
the long bar, you heard the clang of fruitmachines and
sometimes the crash of a jack pot In the corners of
the room, under the shaded lights, one heard the slow